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and pressing bottles of wine into our haversacks. I saw no more
flowers until we marched through the village of Locquignol on
the edge of the Foret de Mormal on the $rd November,, 1918,
when in pressing back the retreating Germans in our final drive,
the Mayor hung round my neck a chaplet of chrysanthemums.
But we were the first British troops ever to have entered his
village : and Amiens wearied even of profits.

We marched through this charming countryside, its roads
hideous with gaunt tractors and an endless stream of motor
lorries, up to Fricourt and spent the night of the I3th July
bivouacked on the edge of the old German front-line system,
while huge howitzers thundered above our heads ; and on the
morrow we knew that we should go up the Valley of Death and
be absorbed in the battle.